
*1 he f -cond fart of 


D oil I cannot fpeake, if my hart be not ready toburft-.wel 
fvveete Iacke,haue a care of thy felfe. 

Fdl. Farewell, farewell. . . . 

Hoft. Wei, fare thee wel, I haue knowne thee theft? twentte 
nine yeeres, come peafe-cod time, but ail honefter, and truer 
hearted man: wel, fare thee wel. 

Bard, MifhisTere-lheete. 

Hoff. Whats the matter? 

'Bard. Bid miftris T ere-fhectc come to my maitrer. 

[{oft. O runne DoH,runne, runne good Doll, come, (liec 
comes blubberd , yea? wil you come D oil? exeunt 

Enter In flic e Shallow, and Iuflice Silent. 

Sha. Come on, come on,cotneon, giue me your hand fir, 
or'jue me your hand fir, an early ftirrer,by tbe Roode:andhow 
doth my good coofin Silence? 

Si. Good morrow good coofine Shallow. 

Sha. And how doth my coofin your bedfel.ow? and you* 
faired; daughter and mine, my god-daughter Ellen? 

Si. Alas, a blacke woofel, coofin Shallow. 

Sha. Bv yea, and no-fir, I dare fay my coofin William isbe- 
comc a good fcholler,he is at Oxford ftil,is he not? 

Si. iiideedc fir to my cod. 

Sha. A mud then to the Tnncs a court (hortlyrl was once 
of Clements Innc, where I thinke they Wil talke ofmadbhal- 

Si. You were calld Ludy Shallow then, coofin. 

Sha. By the made I was calld any thing, and I would haue 
done anything indecdetoo,aod roundly too:therewasl,and 
little Iohn Dovt of Staffordlhire.and blacke George Barnes, 
and Francis Pickebone, and Will Squele a Cotfole man, you 
had not foure (uch fwinge- bucklers in all the Innes-a courta* 
game, and I mavfavto you, wceknewe where thebonar j s 

were, and had the bed of them all at commencement : the 

was Tacke Falda(Fc,now fir Iohn, a boy.andpagcto Then 

Mow bray duke of Norffblkc. . 

Si. This fir Iohn, coofin, that comes hither *noneab* 
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(ouldiers? 

Sha. The (ame fir Iohn, the very fame, I fee him breake 
Sko<rgins head at the Court gate, when a was a Cracke, not 
thus nigh : and the very (ame day did I fight with one Sam(on 
Stockefifh a Fruiterer behindc Greyeslnne: Iefu,Icfu, the 
mad dayes that I haue (pent! and to fee how many of my olde 
acquaintance are dead. 

Si. We dial all follow, coofin. 

Sha. Ccitaine, tis certaine,very fure,very fare, death(as the 
Pfalmid (aith)is ccrtaine to alkali (hall die. How a good yoke 
of bullockes at Samforth faire? 

Si. By my troth I was not there, 

Sha. Death is certaine : Is old Dooble of your towne liu- 
ing vet? 

Si. Dead fir. 


Sha. Iefa,Iefa,dead! a drew a good bow ,and dead? a (hot 
a fine fhoote : Iohn a Gaunt loued him well, and betted much 
money on his head. Dead? awouldehaue claptith clowtat 
twelue (core, and carried you a forehand (haft a fourteenc and 
foureteene and a halfe , that it would haue doone a mans heart 
good to (ee. How a (core of Ewes now? 

Si. Thereafter as they bee, a (core of good ewes may bee 
Worth ten pounds. 

Sha , And is olde Dooble dead? 

Si, Here come two offir Iohn Falflaflfes men, as I thinke, 
Enter r Bardolfe,and one with him 

Good morrow honeft gentlemen. 

Bardo/fe I befeech you, which is iuftice Shallow? 

Sha: I am Robart Shallowe, fir, a poore Efquier of this 
Countie, and one of the Kings iufti ces of the peace : what is 
your good pleafure with me? 

Bard: My Captaine,fir, commends him to you, my Cap- 
tain fir Iohn Falftaffe, a tall gentleman, by heauen, and a moft 
gallant Leader* 

She: He greetes me wel, fir, I knew him a good backfword 
man : how doth the good Knight? may I aske how my Ladie 

his 




